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CHAPTER X1I.
(Comtinued )

ORODAY was thinking hard.
It had besn that unlucky
swerving of a machine on
the hill that had betrayed

e He knew that now. And he
i just come out of the Kingston

lno It was very, very bad.

Boroday rode all the way into the

Lty with the Chief a dozen seata be-

4 him. The Chief did not follow

home. He knew whore he lived,

he could lay his hands on him

n he wanted him. He was going

want him now pretty soon. The

aesian knew Lhat too.

When he had entered his apartment

turned on the light he found Huf®

gtanding by a window. The boy
sked baock as the light went up,

“For a moment the two eyed ono an-

e, Huff was unshaven, sunken-
dirty. The contrast between

8 wild eyed boy and the tall Rus-
was strong.

“Well?™ said Huff, deflantly.

down,” Boroday's tone was

Eind. He went to a closst and got out
bottle of vodka.

*When did you have anything to

it ™

*1 am not hungry,

Nevertheleaa Boroday forced on him

lttie bread’ and meat.

I didn't know you were out untll

p-night,” Hufl sald at last, pushing

plate away.

*“Where have you heen "

“Drinking my head off in a dive on

Heth Btreet,” sald Huff, savagely.

a all right now."

*What got Into you, Walter? For

to turn on us like that—to expose

ons of us, as you have"

“8he was In love with him. I wish

'd killed him."

Very patiently, Boroday told him

had bappened. Over the matter

the Bryant pearl he passed as
htly as hs could. But Huff realized
lhe significance of Elinor's placing it
the alms box. He went rather

“We would have got off with the

Dountry Club matier well enough, but
s murderous frenzy of yours has

hed us all. We'll- have to break

and get away. I want you to go

to Elinor's to-night.”

*She will not see me.”

'*f think she will,"” said Boroday, *“I

gt her to get away the firat thing

B the morning. Let her empty the
uly”

He healtated. Elinor's furtune Id
Jdwels was becoming a menace. Who-
r took them In charge was posaibly
utting & halter around his neck.
“Bring the jewels to me, If you
have & chance. If it meams better,
iparhaps you'd better bury them out

-

.

.

*Where?"
“You might” sald the Russian
thoughtfully, “"bury them in old Hil-
< ary's grave”
CHAPTER XII.
T was only an hour or so
I before dawn when Huff got
to the Mall, Thers wars no
trains between mlidnight
and mornlng. And Talbot's
 Which he might have used, had
besn long delayed by his burst tire.
Hes took a suburban trolley line for
rhapa half the distance and walked
reat.
AL 4 o'clock In the morning he
pd the arbor button, and old
pristta, grumbling at this second
yrbance of her rest, roused Elinor
in,
Time was precious. Huff, having
g tha announcing bell, mads his
ay up through the dew to the houss,
nh = it was that Elinor, opening
Sihe houss door, met him face to face.
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As she recolled from bim, be closed
the door,

“I have brought you & messags
from Horoday,” he sald awiftly. “I've
besn a fool and scoundrel and-—it's
about all up.”

Elinor hardly realizsed what hs was
saying. The light of horror had hard.
ly died out of her ayes. To her,
Walter, once hor lover, now typifiad
all of suffering and nearneas to death
that lay in old Hilary's room upstaira,

“The first train leaves the clity at ¢
o'clock,” he sald, trying to keep his
volee steady. "It Is hardly likely they
will bs out so soon, but under-soms
pratext or other they will search the
houss this morning."”

“How can I leave ths house now?
Upstairs In father's room" —

T know,” he put in hastily, "I know
all about It, Blinor, 1 am sorry. [ am
wildly sorry. It's no excuss to say I
WaA crazy, but I was™

“If I go away,” Ellnor sald, with
white lips, "how will they manage
about him? The nurss needs mo
many things, and I-—I ses that she
has them.”

A flame lsaped Into the boy's eyes,

“If you eare for him ke that—what
Ars you going to do about It? Ewen If
he cares for you, you cannot marry
him, 1If he ever found out about
you''—

“He will naver marry ms, And-he
does know.,”

The fact that Ward knew the truth
about Elinor and the band brought
back to him their common perll, He
thrust aside, for the times at least, hia
passion and his despair; and calmly
directed his anergies toward prepar-
Ing the house for the Inevitable
senrch.

Bo systematic had old Hilary been
that there were few papers to destroy,
Buch of the ledgers as wers inerimi-
nating he burned in the furnace.
Ellnor's box of jewels he carried up-
stalra nand placed on the library table,
Buch settings an had remained from

the Country Club rald, after the gems
= e

War and Women.

OW calmly men apeak of war, of
H battle,
Of the possibla loss of a thou-
sand lives!
Ah! but to women the cannon’s rattls
Talls of mourning slsters and wives;

Of brave boys marching out in the
morning,
And lying with upturned brows at
night;
Of the swift death angel, with brief
sharp warning,

Scattering broadcast ruln and
blight;

,Of maldens watching, walting and
weeping
For lovers who never will ocome

agaln;
Of sistors longing for boys that are
sleeping
In coffinless graves on the battls
plain;

Of the dread suspense and the awful
angulsh
Tth from first to last !s & woman's
1 H
Of loathsoms prisons where dear ones
languish;
Ot sleepless nights and days all
fraught

With wild conjectures and mighty
sorrow,
With wesping and walling and hope
deferrod,
With hating the present and dreading
the morrow,
And oft repeating, ‘"What nawa
have you heard?

Yes, this is the meaning of war to
woman
Not brave, I
know:
Weak, no doubt; but sha is a0 human,

And the old-time Spartans died long
ago. —Heart and Hand,

herole, nor strong,

£ A COMPLETE NOVEL EACH WEEK IN THE EVENING WORLD %

had been taken out, he melted to-
gether In old Hilary’s erucible and
piaced the gold and platinum nugget
in Elinor's box. '

He had set the safe to a simple
combination and elosed it Except
for its sise, and for the protective
wiring buried in its walls, it might
have beem & family safe, bullt by a
pervous and elderly gentieman living
in the country to hoid his wsllver
spoons

It was too late by that tims to
bury the box as Boroday bhad sug-
geated. Huff did the naxt beat thing.
Hes buried It ocarefully in Elinor's
garden, under a cmp of orimson
phlox.

Elinor worked hurriedly, but with
hopeless oeyos, Her preparations con-
sisted In little more than putting on
the clothing In which shs meant to
travel. In this naw [life on which
she was entering she wanted [ittle
to remind her of the old. A letter
to Henrlstts contained snough monsy
to pay off the servants and ths houss-
bold accounts. In another envelope
sha folded the deed to tha houss and
& nots conveying It to Henrlette.

"“You can sell ll.';oho wrots. ""Good-
by, dear Henrlette. 1 aball naver for-
got you, and If sver it Is possible, be
surs 1 shall sas you again.”

The time came, just before dawn,
when she and Walter again stood
face to face In the lbrary.

Huff was goilng at onos, It was
not Boroday's plan that any of them
should further Incriminate Elinor by
nccompanying her to the traln. At
a sound of steps on the stalre, Huff
startad.

“The nurse going down, probably
for ice," she axplained. *

“He Is gotting better, lan‘t ha?"

“Yes, but be stlll suffers at times.”

When the steps had dlsd away,
Elinor slowly drew off her engage-
ment ring, and beld 1t out to him
across the table. Although he waa
watching her, he made no move (o
take It, and she laid It down between
them on tha table.

“1 don't think we need talk about
I, Walter,” abe sald simply. “There
is nothing to say, I8 thera?"

“l supposs not,” he returned bit-
terly. He added: “If only you will
try not to hate me, Ellnor.”

“1 do not hate you. Dut If be had
dled” —

Huff cames swiftly around the table
and taking both her handa in his, bheld
them to hig throat with a despalring
gesture.

“If I ddn't know that It would
make you more mors unhappy,” he
sald angrily. “I'd kill myssl! to-day.”

“Walter!”

“IN tell you now. It won't ehange
matters any, but perhaps It will
changes your memory of me. Ever
since I've known you I've had one
dream. You were to marry me and
1 waa going to turn stralght. 1 ecould
have dome it with your baelp. But
now"—

He dropped her hands and turned
away. Elinor watched him wistfully.
The one thing he wantad she could not
give. Thare could be no compromise
between them. It must be all or noth-
ing, and ahe bad given her all to
some one else.

In the doorway he turned and looked
back at her with haggard eyes. It
was a8 If he were Impressing on hia
memory every light and shadow of har
stralght young figure. Then he went
out Inte that darkest hour of the
night that precedes the dawn.

For the firat Lime since his Injury
Ward's mind was quite clear. He

had not been able to sleep, and the
nume had been reading to him
Strange reading too, for the saslstant
rector of Bt. Jude's, The books old
Hilary had kept at his beside still
lay there,

Even the wmures, accustomsd to
many books for many men, was
gently outraged.

Ward lay In' his bad, his eyes halr
closed, listening intently. AL last the
nurss put down the book.

“"Why, It's trightful, It's outrageous,
it's blasphemous! Do you really
think I should read you any more of
them

Ward amiled fesbly,

“If you are afrald of the sffect on
you.'

“Not at all,” sald the nurss almost
sharply, and pleked up the book
Agaln,

Ward Iay back on his plllows and
listened (o the age-old arguments.

80 It was on suoh llteraturs as this
that Elinore had besn reared! How
falr & plant to have grown thus in
the dark! And as the nurse droped
on, Ward came to reallses how natural
and how inevitable had been her de-
velopment. Reared In such soll, what
might he himself not have becoms;
and more than that, would he havs
bean one-half so sweet, so tender,
so-—good ?

Toward dawn the nurss alapt in her
chalr, Her oap bad fallen a lttls
crooked, and the beautifying band
of aleep had touchsd away the amall
furrows batween her eyes, Piain she
was, but kindly and full of gentis-
ness. Ward, lying awake, watched
her. Hhe was no longer very young.
He thought of the chlidren who
should have clung to her broad, fiat
bosom and felt the touch of her
tendar hand.

Then, becaurs, curiously encugh,
overything of gentleness and tender-
reninded

for another, but with the less ardn-
ous duties of his work he
mors time to think. He found the old
paln sven greater; his restlessness
grew on him. In the thres years gince
FElinor's flight he had done
things, He had left Wolingham for
New York, and could fesl his usefu!.
ness now only bounded by his
strength.

But the old sest of life was gone.
Fe was restiess, heavier of aspirit
Thera had been times whea he had
thought that he was forgetting, only
to discover, through & stray resam-
biancs, while Ma heart pounded and
his blood raced, that hia forgettiag
was only the numbness of suffering.

Onoe, on the Strand In Londom, he
oams face to face with Boroday.
Ward would navar forgel thatl oaeetl-
ing, Ita quiok hopea which died inte

Long Engagements.

HE unduly long engagement
should be avolded whenever
possible. By that statement I

do not mean Lhat young persons
should marry after an acquaintance
of & fow weeks or even of & feow
months. If thelr acqualntance fol-
lows a normal course they will know
each other for some time before en-
gaging themselves. Then It seains to
me that uniess the circumstances are
very unusual s period of at least &
year should elapse between the an-
nouncement of the engagement and
the wedding day.

Hut to allow engagements to stretch
over a period of five or ten years—
perbaps even longer—is a pity. It
simply means that so many years of
shared youth and happineas are
wansted,

“8. R." writes: *Is It correct for u
man, when asked who he Is over the
*phone, to say ‘Mr. Bo-and-so'?”

Certainly it is correct. What would
you have him say?

“E. M." writes: “I am nineteen and
am keeping houss for two brothers
and a siater. They object to my re-
celving a young man who loves me
and with whom I am in love, Whal
shall I do?™

If you really care for this youny
man 1 do not see why you should let
yourself be influenced by the opinlona
of your brothers and niater. If they
wore your parents the case would bea
lttle different,

*P. D" writes: “I am golng up to
West Point with several friends to see
a ball game, and each of us In golng
to take o girl along. Would it be
propar |f we asked them to bring
their luncheons™

Yes, If you know them pretty well.

“A..M.” writea: “Is It proper for a
young kirl to telephons to a youns
man nfter not seeing him for & long
while?™

It wonld ba wiser to Tet him taks
the initiative In renewing the friend-

ahip.
Good Riddance
YK, D writes: “For five monthas a

gentleman took me out and mada me
varlous gifts. One day T had an ap-
pointment with him which he did not
keop, and he told a friend afterward
that 1 did not care for him well
enough. Bince then I have often seen
him, but only once did I make any
overtures and then only that we might

Bince then 1 have heard that he says

Betty Vincent’s Advice to Lovers

come to & definite understanding.|! am runmning after him. Has he

| treated me fairly, and is there any-

Why Your Clothes
Are Not Becoming

By Andre Dupont

Copyright, 1915, by The Fress Publishing Os. (The New York Evening Workd).

The “Awning Stripe’’ Woman.

TRIPES are the rage this summer—"awning stri ~
S for the new mode, these awning siripes are umﬁ‘y‘

last kind of woman who should

g W

_
RIGHT FIGURE FOR THE
AMINING STRIPES »

Unfortunately
meen on the very
wear them, Fashion authorities have
been preaching to the lady who suf.
fera from overmuch of “this too, too
solid Aesh™ that stripes made her look
thin, Therefore she obediently bought
stripes and has done the same thing
Lhis senson. But awning stripes were
not intended for the stout fgure.
They make It look nearly as shape-
less as the original window shield
from which they take thelr name,
The stripes that really give the stout
woman a delusive air of slenderness
because they lend her the long iines
ahe needs are the narrow siripes that
have been worn for years and are al-
ways In good style,

Awning stripes are not for the very
thin wonam either; for they draw un-
Matioring attention to her attenuated
outlines, until sha looks not unlike &
string bean surrounded by a gurden
cace. Yet a frock of cotton volle In
4hy of the new broad stripes or ¢om-

" binations of stripes, in blue and white,

pink and white, bluck und white, or
any fashionable color arrangement, |s
really charming (f worn by the right
figure—Lthe woman of medium height
who Is neither too fal nor too thin,
Such atripes glve a pretty roundness
to this figure that s most becoming.
The woman who is a trifls taller
onn break the long lines of the stripes
by bandas of stripes running across
the skirt, an shown in the jllustra.
tion,

This ‘dainty frock, which is made
witlr the double skirt effect, is fur-
ther adorned on the jlower edge of
ench band and op the sleeves with
tiny ruffies of white ribbon, Anothor
wlance dt the Llustrotion will show
that the pleeves are also made up
crosswise, Bo ia the body portlion of
the wnist, with the exception of two
bretelle-Hke bands that run over the
shouldera, But the whole effect Is
charming; not toa loud, but simply
atriking enough to make every ba.
holder think hew pretty It is.  Bat
he does not ronlize that this s just
because it Is worn by exactly the
right woman.

thing ! can do? I feel badly about the
whole aflair.”

The man has acled like a cud, and
you should be thankful that you are
rid of his friendship.

o

“A. A" writes: "] am engaged lo a
young man. Next door to my fAanve
lives a young lady who frequently
anks him to come and see her, and
who entertains him evenings, together
with her girl friend, These nm
ladiea are acquainted with me
know of my engungement. My fance
says he does not like to refuse thelr
Invitations, What shall I do?™

Tell your fiance frankly that he Is
not showing you proper respect when
he makes a practice of to the
bouse of another girl. he and her
frionda are showing themasives to be
{ll-bred, but thers s no reason why
your young man should encourage
them. :

“T. B writen; “While & young
man of whom | am very fond was In
the aot of proposing to me somethl
happened which he says is a sign
bad luck. The happening In too willy
to tell about, and his feeling in regard
to It i1a the mersst superstition,
Please advise me what to do, aa I do
pot want to give him up*

Laugh bhim—and yourself—out of
superstition.

A Birthday Gift.

“F. F."" writes: "I have known a
young man for five years and we are
very fond of each other, although not
enguged, Would it be propar for me to

resent him with a Witle gift for his

irthday, and If so what shall [ give
him?*

It would be perfectly proper for you
to send him some simple thing, such
as a4 book or a box of home-made
candy.

*M. B" wriles: "What I8 your
opinion of a young man who inyites
two voung ladies to the thentre, while
on the ear sees some foung lady ac-
qualniances accompnanied by young
mon, leaves his guests o go and
aponk to the others, and does not
return untll the car has reached its
destination™

The young man behaved mont
rudely.

—

M. D" writes: "I a marcied man
works in the office with & young Indy,
is it wrong for him to ride home with
her from the ofMoee, as they both ro
in the same direction?™

It'n not morally wrong, of course,
but 4f he makes o habit of it both he
and the young lady will be subjectsd
to unpleasant comment in this sus-

plelous world,

it
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If ahe were gone, bayond earthly
finding? Death for him might bs a
boginning enly, a door to sternity,
but all the philosophy and hope of
his first faith did not All his empty
human arma That night he walked
the London strests until dawn.

He came back from Oxford at the
end of Me courss thers. Home was
calling, and worl, blessed work, that
brings forgetfulneas,

On the last Bunday before he salled
he attended servioe in 8t Paul's. He
knew the church well Ia thoss
earller days when philospphy had
takon his young braln by storm and
hia faith had rocked, he had gons to
Bt. Paul's. Something In the very
solidity of the old church, In its
antiquity, in the nearness of thoss
dead and gone great ones of the sarth
whoe had lived and died secure in its
teachings, had steadied him.

And now, when it was his heart
that falled, and not his soul, he went

there,
(1]
G Baby Baboon to Mr. Giraffe,
“Good mornlog, yourself,”
said the fellow with the long meck.

“l want you to do me a favor,”
sald the Badby. “I am pgoing to
Jimmy's houss to-night, and as It
is full moon I want you to put your
head outsids of Jimmy's window and
whan | talk te the Man in the Moon,
you answer'

“Ha! ha!” laughed Mr, Giraffe. "I
will be there.

The moon was salling over the aky,
playing hide-and-go-seek with the
clouds when the Baby Baboon arrived
at Jimmy's houss, They went up-
stairs to Jimmy's room snd the Baby
Baboon sald: “Jimmy, did you ever
talk to the Man In the Moon?™

“No,”” sald Jimmy, "and you never
did, either™

“Oh, yes, I ald!" replied ths Baby.
“and | am golng to talk to him
again to-night.”

“Ulo ahsad,” sald Jimmy, as they
both went to the window,

The Moon was shining brightly and
the air was very atill,

“Hello, Mr. Man in the Moon,” be-
gan the Haby. "How are you?'

“I am all right,” sald a volce out-
side which stemed to come from high
up in the aky. I was fast asleep,
you Nttle rascal, and If you ever
that agnin I will come down there
and spank you as you have never
besn spanked before!”

With that the Baby Baboon scootad
down the stalrs and was gone. Jimmy
peaked out of ths window just in time
to sea Mr. Giraffe running away In
the moeoniight. Then he sat down and
laughed and Iaughed and laughed,

Jungle Tales.
00D MORNING.,” sald the
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And so It was that they
to face again. Hhe put
her throat, with the familias
when shs saw him. For
neither of them spoks. The
greatings ware out of place, and
wan there o say?

It was Ward who spoke at

“It dossn't peem quite
nor," he sald.

Bha had never been
him save in his thoughta, ot
of them noticed.

“l am sorry you have
have tried so hard to bury myselt™

It was Increasingly
to mpaak. Al the thinge
laln in bis heart for three yesrs olimm-
ored for mpeech,

“You are—quite well again?
“Perfectly. But you?! You are thin.
ner."

il

¢

~1numm..¢..¢.“- T

I have suffered. It was pot
tear mysalf away from the
friends I had"—

And theo, at last, he broks iute
speach, rapid, Incobersat. He blamed
himself for his hardness that night fa
old Hilary's library, he
himes)t for a thousand things.
listened, rather bewildered,
old wistfulness in her ayes,

“Why should you say such
she asked at last, when he
from sheer panie. "You
was a criminal. I have
things since then, You
kind to me. [ have asver

“Kind!™ He almost

She held out her hand. *T must
now. My time 19 not my own.”
glanced down at her uniform. “De
you remember what you sald to me
once about the brotharhood of man?
I have been trylag to live up to that™

Ward took her hamd. It was very
cold,

“Do you remember that?™

“l remember almont
told me. Even the things, that
while I was watching the cloek
remember them all" s

'l'hoamlm-w.m._.._,

it ol

He bent over, shaken and pale, and

kissed the palm of her hand.

“It s you who are good,” he sald
huskily. “I, who talked smugly of
virtue and tenderness and pity, and
who let you go out of my life—1I care

“I waat you,” sald Ward, and wait-
od, frightensd.

But her eyes came back to Mm,
clear and full of promise.

“l have always loved you™
sald simply. *I will go with you.
A~d your God shall be my Ged*™

(THE END.)

GOING AWAY FOR THE
SUMMER? Remember The Eve-

The Ne

west

and Stranmngest

Story by

the Man Who Wrote

“TARZAN OF THE

APES."”
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= The Creator of the “TARZAN?"” Stories Is at His Very Best in This New Serial.

READ IT!

By Edgar Rice Burroughs,

WILL BEGIN IN NEXT MONDAY'S EVENING WORLD.
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